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Touching Myself 


Author's Notes: 
Prompt from the 2017 ficmas list: "Masturbation and self-harm, preferably darklfic." | think this is the first 
story I've written that involves "solo" action, so that was fun. Sorry for grammar mistakes, poor content, and 


spelling issues. And thanks so much to those who read and/or review, you're the best. 


| was so fucking bad at being alone. 


| hadn't found anyone to go out with. No one came home with me either. | sat alone at the bar, asking for a 
drink.make that 5. | tried telling myself that everyone was just busy. They weren't purposefully avoiding me. 
They weren't annoyed. 


They are sick of you. No one wants to hang out with you because you're boring and stupid, and when youre drunk 


you're even worse. 


Make that 6. The time between tours and albums was the worst. Everyone went back to their "real life" and 
their real family, and | pretended like | did the same. In reality, these breaks were glorified benders, filled with 


all the things | managed to keep inside when we were confined to a bus. 


They aren't even really your friends. They just put up with you for the music. Thats all youre good for, anyway, 
hands fo play a guitar. 


| took number 7 on the road, stumbling back towards my empty apartment. | wasn't even good enough to pick 
up a girl My mind's eye fed me images of Janne, Henkka, and Jaska sitting around together enjoying 
themselves. Maybe they were just busy together, and they didn't want me crashing the party. 


They know, and they hate you. They know how worthless you are. You're a buzzkill 


At home | tried to pick up my guitar and write something. Misery loves a melody, right? | was too drunk by 
then, and my fingers fumbled over the strings to the point | couldn't bear to hear myself play anymore. | 


could feel all the wrong notes keening through my spine as if | were playing onstage. 
Youre overhyped. Even your fans know you're not that good live. 


| just wanted some peace, to be away from myself. | hated me. | hated the thoughts in my head. | hated my 
reflection in the mirror. | hated my voice on every single album, and | hated the things | said. My mind was like 
a net, and each thought that started to dart through it got caught somewhere in the middle, cutting off, 
fizzling out like a moth in flame. | just couldn't think straight, and | couldn't break out. 


Youre insane, and you act like a child You're weak Grow up, grow up, grow up. No one wants to baby you 


anym ore. 


| had taken the battery out of my phone to avoid drunk texting or calling anyone. The last thing | needed was 
to come off as more pathetic than | already was. So many times | scrolled through my contacts, contemplating 
deleting numbers just so | wouldn't give in and talk to them. If they wanted me, they could call. | bit my nails, 
the bitter flavor of black nail polish tainting my mouth. Please someone call. 


No one is calling Its Zam and you're alone, just like always, and you deserve it like this. You Ike it ike this. 


It was almost always a huge crash. | would be high, happy, soaring on top of the world one day. Then | would 
get home, and | would inevitably descend to the darker depths of my own abyss. When I'd been in the hospital, 
the therapist had mentioned that | did it on purpose. At the time | had disagreed, but more and more lately | 
think she was right. | consciously plunge myself further down, searching for the bottom, finding only more 
misery and distortion. But there was a part of me that liked it. | couldn't do anything except feel flat and 


hopeless, and in a way that could be freeing. 
That's right, just let it happen. This is the real you 


| didn't remember the last time I'd washed my sheets, or my clothes for that matter. My hair was greasy, 


and my eyes were sunken and stained with multiple applications of black pencil. | caught a glimpse of myself 


when | went to the bathroom to take a piss. Absolutely disgusting, and it was so right. Everything made 
perfect sense. | had my moksha, my perfect clarity, and it was chaos. 


This is how everyone sees you, and they dont even care enough to fake advantage of it, Youre filth and they 


don't even wipe their shoes 


My razor blade was sitting by the sink | guess | wasn't totally alone. | gripped it tightly, allowing it to cut into 
my fingers a bit, just so that I'd remember its kiss every time | touched my guitar for the next few days, a 
token of my own sickness. Maybe | just wanted to be fucked up. Maybe | just did it for attention | invalidated 
myself so that others couldn't do it for me. 


Shut up and do if, pussy. 


A push and a pull, across an old scar. It opened its mouth at me, droplets of blood beading up to the surface, 
not enough to spill over the edge yet. | winced at the pain, staring at the wound, analyzing it. There wasn't that 
much blood. 


Deeper, faggot. You cant even do this right. You're barely scratching yourself. 


Again. Harder. Deeper. This time the blood dripped down to meet the first. | pulled the edges of my skin apart 
and drug the blade on the same path, widening the wound. | could see the first layer of my skin weeping 
outwards, revealing the redder flesh beneath. Again on the same path, opening up another layer. If | didn't go 


deep enough, it didn't count. | was just an attention whore. 
You can go deeper. 


| didn't stop until the blood was flowing pretty steadily. Then | picked a new spot, always painstakingly, and 
started over. There was no endorphin high. It didn't feel good. It hurt like a bitch, and | felt like | could almost 
hear the metal ripping my skin apart. It tasted like a feeling. Everything was so sharp, dancing over my senses 
and my consciousness. It didn't matter that | was alone, now. The only things in this world were me, my blood, 
and my will, exerted over and over. | opened myself systematically, and | used blood and flesh as measures of 


my proficiency. 
Someone will see. They'll send you back to the psych ward. IF you dont stop now you can't explain it away. 


I'd been high enough on my arms to cover with sleeves, but it wasn’t enough. Nothing was ever enough. Not 


enough pain, not enough pleasure. | went back in front of the mirror. 
Look. 


A child with blood trickling down to the tips of his fingers stared back at me. My dick was still out, and | 
almost unconsciously reached down, smearing my own blood there. | kept doing it, in a trance, stroking more 


meaningfully now. | paused only to make another cut, running my tongue over my teeth in displeasure. | hated 


the goddamn sound of my skin ripping apart. | loved to hate and to hurt. 
This is why no one loves you. This is why they won't love you You're a burden 


My erection was thoroughly coated in my own blood, and my free hand was preoccupied with rooting around in 
all the holes I'd made. | cringed at the pain, dragging my fingers over my face, across my cheeks and the 
bridge of my nose. | got up on the counter and leaned my forehead against the mirror, dragging my blood 
across my reflection and licking it off. | stared into my own eyes, and it felt like having sex with another 


person | didn't recognize them and they didn't recognize me. The only thing we had in common was eye color. 


The pleasure in my abdomen was building, and my mind started to float away a bit. | wasn't hurting myself 
anymore. Flashes of eyes, hands, mouths in my head. A snippet of a voice here, a certain tone. | tried my best 
not to put a face with it. | didn't want to know. It turned me on anyway. | didn't make noise, other than my 
heavy breathing, which had fogged up the mirror. | wasn't looking anymore anyway. 


When | came, | hit my head on the mirror hard enough to hear a crack. | wasn't sure if I'd damaged the glass 
or my skull. | must've bit my tongue, since iron flooded my mouth, streaming over my taste buds and my 
teeth, making its way to my chin. | moaned softly, slumping down to the floor, dragging all of my blood and my 


mess along with me. 
Eat it. Fucking eat it you sick fuck 


| didn't. | passed out on the bathroom floor. | dreamt that night, despite my intoxication. | dreamt of that voice, 
and | dreamt that it was the one doing this to me. 


